A  TASTE   OF  MAINE  BIRCH

ency, I think I detected minute shining motes held
in suspension in it. As for the trout, they are verita-
ble bars of silver until you have cut their flesh, when
they are the reddest of gold. They have no crim-
son or other spots, and the straight lateral line is
but a faint pencil-mark. They appeared to be a
species of lake trout peculiar to these waters, uni-
formly from ten to twelve inches in length. And
these beautiful fish, at the time of our visit (last
of August) at least, were to be taken only in deep
water upon a hook baited with salt pork. And
then you needed a letter of introduction to them.
They were not to be tempted or cajoled by stran-
gers. We did not succeed in raising a fish, although
instructed how it was to be done, until one of the
natives, a young and obliging farmer living hard
by, came and lent his countenance to the enter-
prise. I sat in one end of the boat and he in the
other, my pork was the same as his, and I manoeu-
vred it as directed, and yet those fish knew his hook
from mine in sixty feet of water, and preferred it
four times in five. Evidently they did not bite be-
cause they were hungry, but solely for old acquaint-
ance' sake.

Pleasant Pond is an irregular sheet of water, two
miles or more in its greatest diameter, with high
rugged mountains rising up from its western shore,
and low rolling Mils sweeping back from its eastern
and northern, covered by a few sterile farms. I
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